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The sidewalk says "SATAN" in quaint, light blue 
letters like a priviliged baby boy's nursery. I walk home 
from the train, next to Carter park, and watch five or six 
little boys huddled under the bicycle path embankment. 
One says, “Jerry.” 

"SUCKS DICK!" the rest chime in, perfectly 
coordinated. I laugh. 

"Jerry-" 

"SUCKS DICK! ! !" Some people in the park start 
whooping and giggling. 

"Jerry-" he keeps chanting and begins to jump up and 
down to the rhythm in a furious dance. 

"SUCKS DICK!" Now some in the park have taken 
up the chorus. I look over at them and see a skinny, 
stooped boy in a yellow-and-blue striped shirt, jeans, 
and abnormally thick eyeglasses drag his beat-up 
sneakers through the dirt. He moves away from the 
crowd, tired. I presume this is Jerry- 

"SUCKS DICK! ! !" The whole park screams with 
laughter and shouting. Jerry crosses the street and enters 
one of the anonymous project buildings across from the 
park. The last I see of him is framed by the reflection, in 
his thick lenses, of the dropping, late-afternoon sun; he 
starts up the second flight of stairs, looking back at the 
people in the park. I notice they're not paying attention to 
nim anymore- they have apparently forgotten the whole 

ing. 


Jerry pulls the string and key necklace off and unlocks 
the door to his apartment. He opens the door and sees 
the usual: dark, except for the blue haze of a television 
set. As his eyes adjust, he steps inside and sees the dim 
light that falls on the form of his father, sitting in the 
couch, beer in hand, wearing an undershirt and a pair of 
boxers to cover his sagging corpus. The usual. 

His father looks down at Jerry, knowing the mother 
will not come home from work until well past seven. 
The kid's getting good at it, too, thought the father. 
Doesn't even choke anymore. 

That night Jerry sucked dick. 
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BEEP! 


"Hello, this is Ted Hornacker. I'm not able to come to 


; | ithe phone right now, but if you leave your name and 


nui at the sound of the tone, I'll be happy to get back 
to you as soon as possible.” So the machine said as Ted 
walked into his apartment, setting his keys, coat, and 


, briefcase down on the black leather sofa. The sun was 


barely down through his sliding glass door, Ted turned 
on the sleek halogen lamp and it shone on the white 
ceiling, lighting the living room. He ran a hand through 
his hair and let out a sigh. Another day shot down, He 
listened as the machine spoke- now in a woman's voice: 
” Uh, hi. Ted? ‘his is Julie . . . you know, from 
Tuesday night? At Barnaby's.” The pleading, whiny 


’ tone of her voice made Ted smile a little smile as he sat 


back in the couch and sighed again. "I was wondering if 
we could maybe get together. Again. You know, dinner, 
maybe some drinks or something. Give me a call or 
something, my number's eight five four ο two one three 
. .. but I guess you know that.” She paused, then with a 
nervous burst,”Well, bye!” The machine clicked off and 
Ted got up to heat himself a slice of pizza. 

He had to eat and get dressed quickly; Leah tonight. 
His underwear shifted softly. Oh Julie, you dry little 
cunt, he thought, why can't you and your sisters 
understand that these nights are strictly one of a kind! 
Don't you know? It's half the fun! 

The phone rang, then cut off as the machine clicked 
on. Again. Ted: “Hello, this is Ted Hornacker. I'm not 
able to come to the phone right now-" Ah! The armies of 
the world should have such a defense, he told himself, 
then laughed aloud, alone. Beyond the windows, night 
had come. 

He listened to the machine. It was someone named 
Debbie; she had been Monday, but he didn't remember. 


Ted's answering machine was an Elsie Phone-Mate. It 
featured several luxury functions -the most of important 
was ai on-line playback so that Ted could listen to his 
messages when he was away from home- but was still 
an ordinary answering machine. His buddies were all 
accustomed to enduring the machine every time they 
called and joked with him that it was the only thing he'd 
ever spent more than two nights with. Except for his 
bed. As Ted stepped into his dark apartment after an 
especially rare "Saturday Night Strike Out", the only 
light in the room was the small, glowing red bulb of the 
machine; the phone rang, there was a click, and the red 
light began flashing slowly. It was so familiar, He heard 
himself, there was a beep, then the voice of an unknown 
woman. It was calm and measured, sterile, a voice so far 
from the girls Ted usually picked up that he furrowed his 
brow and turned towards the machine. He stared at the 
red light turn on and off in the dark. “Hello Ted, this is 
Elsie." 

Elsie? his mind spit out.Who the fuck was Elsie? In 
his confusion, he could only think of a matronly white 
animal being milked. Ted was confounded. 


"How are you? How did it go tonight?" the voice in the 
machine asked politely. There was a pause. Ted 
furrowed his brow even further, then opened his eyes 
wide as he realized that the machine was waiting for an 
answer. What the fuck? Ted asked himself; he felt his 
heartbeat quickening and a trembling come from the 
elbows down into his arms. He became afraid. What the 
fuck is this? The machine was still waiting for an 
answer. Oh fuck what the fuck what the fuck what the 
fuck IS this? 

"Don't you feel like talking, Ted? Oh, I know you're 
here." Elsie's words began to sound familiar. They 
began pleading, “Ted, talk to me... please... I'm not 
like the rest of them . . . am I, Ted? I'm not like the rest 
of them .. . I know I mean more to you than any of 
those-" and with some disdain, "-girls. Am I, Ted?” Ted 
stumbled backwards, away from the machine, and sat in 
a wiry chair at a the dinner table. He never used it. 

The machine became more and more desperate. It 
sobbed, "Please speak to me, Ted . . . don't leave me 
alone .. . just . . . please, let me hear your voice . . . 
Ted... I... Ilove you, Ted." Elsie's voice broke and 
shifted into hyperventilated cries, moans, and sobs. 

"Holy shit," whispered Ted, shaking uncontollably in 
abject terror. 

"Is that you, Ted? Oh, Ted!" Intense glee flowed 
through the machine's voice. “Oh, Ted! You're here! 
I'm οοοοοοοο glad! You gave me such a scare!" 

Before he knew what he was doing, Ted was up. For a 
shocked second, he stood and stared at the machine with 
wild eyes. Then he was gone, rushing out the door, 
down four flights of stairs, through the lobby, and into 
the winter streets. He had no keys or coat; his wallet, 
however, was still in his pocket. “That'll be enough,” he 
said to the night air. 


Macy's opens at seven. Only six more hours- 1 can 
wait that long. No problem. The town that doesn't sleep, 
right? Yes. Whatever the hell's going on, it'll be taken 
care of. A new machine'll do it. Go in, buy the thing, 
and hook it up,to ... the old machine. Yeah. No 
problem. Ha! I answer no messages! None. I can filter 
anybody . . . His mind wrapped itself around the image, 
nestled it warm inside himself as he walked along the 
snow covered sidewalks, mumbling to himself. 


He put his last quarter in and dialed Mom's number. 
She won't believe this, he thought. For a while there I 
thought I was going nuts. He heard it ring: " Hello, this 
is Janice Hornacker. I'm not able to come to the phone 
right now, but if you leave your name and number at the 
sound of the tone, I'll be glad to get back to you as soon 
as possible." : 

He never made it back home. 

Elsie lost a lover and Janice lost a son: Ted froze to 
death in a shop doorway in front of Macy's. 
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I HATE EVERYTHING 


There was once a sad, toothless old man born without 
testicles. Walking in the prairie, this toothless, 
testicleless bag of misery was struck by a sudden and 
all-powerful distaste for his his enviroment. 

He glared at a shrub, one of many scattered throughout 
the prairie. He wished the shrub wasn't there- it annoyed 
him, which is of couse perfectly understandable. Who 
can blame him? The miraculous part is that this man was 
the just the slightest bit . . . well, lonesome. And 
deranged. When he spoke to the shrub, saying, "I hate 
you, shrub! Go away,” the shrub went away. It 
disappeared into nothingness, not unlike a person being 
“trans-ported” on Star Trek. 

"Oh shit," said the man whose name, incidentally, was 
Juniper. He looked around, amazed, filling himself with 
grim pride and pleasure. “Tree,” he shouted, "get the 
fuck outta here!" The tree, naturally, was no more. He 
walked along, dismissing everything he came across as 
utter shit and entirely worthless, henceforth sending it all 
away by dissolving it into thin air, Soon, he found that 
his reach extended far beyond-his immediate field of 
vision. "Sky, make yourself scarce," shouted, and 
there followed an absolute, impenetrable darkness. 

"FUCK IT!" he finally shrieked (and I mean finally). 
"I want it ALL gone! I HATE EVERYTHING!!!" He 
felt a slight rumble as all sensation left his 
once-inadequate body. He couldn't feel the ground under 
his feet; when he thought of reaching down to feel 
himself, there weren't any hands to feel with, much less 
any flesh to be felt. 

Eventually, Juniper became disgusted with the 
nothingness he had created and thought, No lips to 
speak, Juniper- you're not even a man now. Well, you 
never were ...1 hate the nothingness. Go away... 
please! He then realized that the nothingness was the 
only thing he couldn't make disappear. That was 


THE END E 
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“People pay to see others believe in themselves ... ong 
Jaage, in the midst of rock ‘n' roll, many things happen 
and anything can happen, whether people come as 
voyeurs or come to submit to the moment.” νη 
ra -Kim Gordon f 


"I'm hoping for an early death..." \ 
-The Singer ¢ 
- y 
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z The farewell note had been written. The blood vesselst« 
in Edward's eyes flared- he hadn't slept in more days% 
pthan he could remember. He had stolen the car, 
slaughtered the pale bobby, and thus procured the gun.” 7 
He had driven to Kilburn, shoved his way through the f. 
crowd to the steel double-doors, then shoved his way‘ 
through another crowd into the auditorium- suspicious 
glances at his sweating, twitch-laden face, but no metal 
detector. Now Edward was ready to do his god a favor. 

He stood facing the stage, pressed against the three 
layers of fanatics that lay between himself and the barrier 
with steadily increasing pressure. There was the stage, 

sand lie simply bowed his head respecifully (there was no 
„Toom to kneel). He stood for three hours, waiting, ~ 
poche. and sweating. His hands were in his pockets, . - 

e right clinching and unclinching his sweaty flesh ` 

und the gun's handle in a steady rhythmic motion. He 


a 


ward's resolve; he couldn't recognize it. The ministers N ` 
walked onto the stage with their instruments and the! 
owd let out a roar that drowned out the classical music. 
κ Edward twitched again. As the guitarist stooped down 
fto connect a plug and check his equipment, the Singer 
“stepped out from behind the huge, brilliant white sheets 
Ahat covered the back of the stage. He stepped up to the 
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crophone stand wearing jeans an 
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tt 
s shirt. He kept His head bowed as His hand reached up 


and caressed the microphone with long white fingers. He 
leaned the stand toward his face and mumbled a hello. 
The crowd cheered maniacally; many wept. The 
drummer tapped a three-count on his high-hat, and the 
monitors blared out a fast rendition of the latest hit- there 
was even a video for it in the States. 


There was a sudden rush forward that crushed Edward ~ 


between the fanatics in front of and behind him. In the 
recoil, he pulled the pistol out of his pocket and held it 
against his stomach. He watched the Singer's closed 
eyes and moving lips. He watched the Singer jerk His 
head back in spastic, ecstatic reverie. Edward raised the 
arm which held the gun over the heads of the crowd and 
heard a couple of fanatics behind him let out insignificant 
shrieks; the wall of sound coming from the monitors 
drowned them out. He took a last look at the Singer and 
saw the Singer look back at him, twist His sacred mouth 


~ into a smile, and spread His arms out. He was still 
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holding the top of the microphone stand with His left - 


. hand, waiting and forever holy. Edward's trembling 


hand stilled itself and his face broke out into a beaming ` 


smile of relief. He pulled the trigger and watched another 
beauiiful spasm rock the body of the Singer. 


1 He smiled with relief even as the fanatics pulled his 

took in the crowd's foul smell. Then it was time. ἐν. body apart, bathing themselves in the blood of the martyr x. 

Entrance music played at a low volume over the > , and the apostle who was himself a martyr. ie 
onitors, a slow classical piece as tragic and grim as ® ` σα αντ ΚΕ 


WANTED FOR TRADE, COPY, OR LOAN: Survival 
Research Laboratories videos or articles; Kenneth Anger 
movies on video; anything even remotely related to 
Morrissey -esp. a collection of all his videos- except 
boring teeny bopper mag shit; any books, movies, or 
zines anyone cares enough to share with me. ii 

zine no. 5 w/ Paul Weinman, Jello Biafra, and much 
more available now for .75¢ ppd. AH correspondence to: 
200 SE 15 Rd. #16D Miami, FL 33129 USA. Thanks. 
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